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Mrs. Theobald indulged in a little grimace as she
bade Jane farewell.
"You leave me now," she confided, "to a very
disagreeable rendezvous. The Commissioner of Po-
lice is due in five minutes."
Jane was a little thoughtful after they had set-
tled down in the car. When they reached the long
stretch of road which bordered the race course
Granet glanced at her curiously.
"Something on your mind?"
She nodded.
"I am wondering about that photograph, for one
thing. You couldn't see, I think, but it was in-
scribed: *With love from Fred' That isn't the usual
way a photograph is autographed for a bazaar, is
it? Then, there was another thing. There was the
smell of Turkish cigarettes in the room. Now very
few people smoke Turkish cigarettes here. Amongst
those few that I know is Mr. Spenser, and did you
notice a large brown tortoiseshell case on the edge
of the table?"
"I think I did," Granet acknowledged.
"That was Mr. Spenser's cigarette case.**